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Captain George S. Blake, who was superintend-
ent for the last three years that I was at Annapolis,
married a daughter of Commodore Barren, who, it
will be remembered, killed Decatur in a duel.    Mrs.
Blake had a warm place in the hearts of all the An-
napolis graduates of my time.    She was very kind to
us in a day when the acting midshipmen saw little of
home life.   Thanks to Captain Goldsborough, Blake's
predecessor, we had our barracks heated by steam
and also the luxury of gas lamps.    We lived two in
a room and had to make our own beds and sweep
our own rooms, but negro women who came in at
stated intervals did the scrubbing.   There were, as
a rule, less than a hundred midshipmen all told;  so
that we came to know one another well.

Of course, all the under-class men looked forward
to the glorious day when they should go on furlough
at the end of their second year, as has ever been
the custom. We had a song that expressed the feel-
ings, in anticipation of that long-leave absence, of
boys who had known an unremitting grind far from

home:

"Come all ye gallant middies

Who are going on furlough;
We'll sing the song of liberty;
We're going for to go.

"Take your tobacco lively

And pass the plug around;
We'll have a jolly time to-night
Before we're homeward bound.merits, and assured the fellow whom I had thrashed
